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Flat foot floogie with a floy floy 
Flat foot floogie with a floy floy 
Flat foot floogie with a floy floy 
Floy-doy floy-doy floy-doy floy-doy. 
“Flat Foot Floogie” 
Slim Gaillard and Slam Stewart 


Vout a rini, mac vootie 
Vout a rini, mac stootie 
Vout a rini, mac vootie 
Aah, za ba za ba za ba. 
“Mac Vootie” 
Slim Gaillard 


Shool, shool, shoola manna roo 
Sal a mana ral a back, sal a baba doo 
Then I sigh for a sal a baba dink 
Come a dibble al a doo sal dory. 
“Buttermilk Hill” 
Traditional 


Set down on a hard hot cold-frozen stone 
Ten thousand stood around me and yet I’s alone 
Took my hat in my hand for to keep my head warm 
Ten thousand got drownded that never were born. 
“Nottamun Town” 
Traditional 


Hear that savage serenade, way down in the everglade 
Dig a dig a doo dig a doo doo 
Dig a dig a doo dig a doo. 
“Dig A Doo” 
Traditional 


Which a way 
Which a way 
Do that river run? 
Which a way 
Which a way 
Do that river run? 
“Jim Lee Blues, Part 2” 
Charley Patton 
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inTRODI 


The compositions in this book comprise my selection of the 
best of my shorter pieces. If sufficient interest is generated 
by the present work, I will publish two more books: 1) my 
redactions of Christmas carols that I have recorded, and 
some of my arrangements of various hymns and spirituals; 
2) another book like this one with some of the longer and 
more difficult songs, such as “Beverly” and “Stomping 
Tonight On The Pennsylvania/Alabama Border.” 


The songs in this book have been transcribed by Stan 
Ayeroff. Presumably, anyone versatile on guitar, who can 
read music or tablature, can learn to play these songs as 
written, just as anyone with sufficient technical dexterity 
and good sight-reading habits could learn to play any other 
written guitar piece or exercise. 


But while technique is very important, it is only part of the 
story. Music is a language—a language of emotions. The 
worst possible way to play these songs—and I am not only 
talking about my own compositions—is in metronome time 
at a uniform volume. Another terrible thing would be to 
play any composition the same way every time, or to feel 
that you have to play it exactly the way someone else, such 
as myself, played it or said to play it. A good technician 
must also be creative. Even if a person is not a composer, he 
can interpret and arrange, and these skills are as important 
as technique in making a performance interesting. I rely 
heavily on both technique and interpretation, and I think of 
myself as a very good composer, arranger, and plagiarist 
for the solo acoustic guitar. 


Interpretation depends on two factors: First is the ability to 
dramatize one’s self, to get caught up in and carried away 
by what one is doing, especially in conducting and guitar 
playing. Second is musical background. A broad spectrum 
of musical interest over a long period of time is ideal. The 
broader and longer your musical appreciation, the better; 
and the earlier you start, the better. I grew up listening to 
classical orchestral music. I later immersed myself in 
Southern American folk music. For some reason, the 
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best folk music came out of the South, and east of the 
Mississippi. Nobody really knows why. 


I learned to play the guitar by listening to old 78 rpm 
recordings. After perfunctory attempts at Carter Family and 
Riley Puckett imitations and after learning that I could do 
neither very well, I turned to the Negro fingerpickers. I 
began with some songs by Sylvester Weaver that were 
interesting to me at the time. These compositions, which 
were perhaps by Weaver himself, were on both Spanish and 
steel guitar. But Weaver was a very slow and sloppy player. 
He was also unimaginative. Perhaps he was old at the time 
these recordings were made. Sam McGee’s 78s (only his 78s) 
were a great inspiration to me because the compositions are 
excellent and the playing is impeccably clean and frequently 
hard-driving and extremely fast. Blind Blake interested 

me, but all I could come up with were rough, boring 
approximations. It took me another ten years to realize 
why: Blake almost always played with increasing tempo, 
and he also rarely played the same verse exactly the same 
way. Each stanza constantly changes. How can you copy 
something that won’t stay still? 


Blind Lemon Jefferson and Charley Patton also varied their 
tempos and stanzas, and both frequently played and sang 
different tunes during what was supposed to be one song. 
Listen to Patton’s “Pony Blues,” and Blind Lemon’s 
“Rabbitfoot Blues.” A few other obscure players worth 
listening to also did these things, but I don’t want to bore 
the reader with further name-dropping. Most of the folk 
music recordings of Negroes and whites are not worth 
listening to. But so many recordings were made that the 
number of good ones is quite large. 


After one has mastered technique, one begins to realize that 
the most important things, besides a heavy stroke and 
phrasing, are rhythmic tricks and syncopation. So, it is 
important to notice that American folk music, in its own 
setting at the time it was done, was primarily dance music. 
Charley Patton, Blind Lemon Jefferson, Blind Blake, and 
my mentor, Blind Joe Death-Reynolds-Josephs, did not, like 


we do now, sing and earn their living by playing for a 
house full of guitar aficionados, space people, pederasts, 
sodbusters, goat ropers, and drug addicts. Nobody gave 
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a damn about guitars. Our boys played in barrel houses, 
and on the dirt floors of farms, and the people danced to 
their music. And those entertainers, who didn’t sing and 
play hot and make the people want to dance and drink and 
gamble, simply didn’t survive. The dance-party element is 
also an integral part of the early white country string bands 
that played hillbilly, western swing, and Cajun (Arcadian) 
music. All the music connected with the white country 
tradition was heavily influenced by the dance party. The 
successful musicians, including religious entertainers and 
church choirs, were very, very syncopated. 


The point is that nobody, at least nobody in his right mind, 
sat long hours in reverie contemplating the poetic, 
metaphorical, or psychological significance of a Blind 
Lemon Jefferson stanza, a Charley Patton guitar lick, the 
political thoughts of Mississippi John Hurt, the stirring of 
racial unrest and social consciousness in the ravings of Too- 
Tight Henry’s atonal “Charleston Contest” (Columbia, 
14374], or Boll Weevil Jackson’s mad ravings on “Some 
Scream High Yellow” [Paramount and Vocalion], any more 
than anyone studied the hidden metaphysical implications 
of the comedy duet, Butterbeans and Susie, on their “I 
Wanna Hot Dog For My Roll” [Okeh, unissued], or the 
Christological imperfections of the famous Atlanta 
preacher, Rev. J. M. Gates, whose sermons had such titles as 
“Death Might Be Your Santa Claus” [Okeh, 8413], “Women 
Spend Too Much Money” [Okeh, 8606], “Tiger Flower’s Last 
Fight” [Okeh, 8562], “Pay Your Furniture Man” [Okeh, 8606], 
“Kinky Hair Is No Disgrace” [Okeh, 8884], “Pay Your Policy 
Man” [Okeh, 8884], and “Smoking Woman In The Street” 
(Bluebird, B8301]. This music was thoroughly non-reflective. 
Nobody, at that time, thought anyone was saying or doing 


anything particularly important. And yet every 
writer on black and white folk music treats it as if it had 
great poetic, psychological, metaphysical, sociological, 
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historical, documentary, and political significance. These 
writers separate the words and/or the music of a tradition 
from its environment, its setting, its context, and then print 
expensive books elucidating, and to a certain extent 
exemplifying, the authors’ preconceptions and misconcep- 
tions regarding the social strata that they do not 
understand, and that they have nothing in common with. 
These books are then sold to other members of the authors’ 
same (upper) social class and not to any members of the 
class that the book purports to be about (most of whose 
members are dead anyway). This is dishonest and I don’t 
like it. I have only seen objective and interesting 
discussions of folk music by one author, and that is Stephen 
Calt, of Yazoo/Blue Goose Records. His unpublished book 
on Charley Patton, my favorite blues singer, is the best 
writing on Patton I have ever seen. 


I learned to play the guitar by spending incredible amounts 
of time, because I was a slower learner than everybody else, 
practicing very simple things. The only reason I am still 
playing, and some others are not, is because I wouldn’t give 
up. I remember learning the simple sequence C, C7, F, G7, 
by practicing it for months until I had it right and could 
play it perfectly. The friends who had taught me these 
things had mastered them in very short order. During 
practice sessions—I usually would sit from four to six hours, 
and I still do—strange things would happen, and suddenly I 
would have an entire song or a significant fragment. Many 
of my songs were written when I was seventeen and 
eighteen. I probably wrote half of the fast ragtime songs I 
play in C or G before I was twenty-one. But this is common. 
If you make yourself play the guitar except for breaks— 
cigarette, bathroom, whatever—for four to six hours, I can 
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guarantee that you will come out of these sessions with 
something new: a composition, an arrangement, a fragment. 
That is the way the mind works. In order to conquer 
boredom and chaos, you cannot avoid coming up with 
something new. I recommend these long sittings, rather 
than short sittings more often per week. I do not and never 
have practiced single note exercises—scales. The most 
advanced technical things I ever practiced were chord 
changes. Songs, and variations of songs at different tempos, 
and duple/triple variations, are what I have always 
practiced. I think that emphasizing the organic unity of 
songs, as opposed to practicing scales, will provide more fun 


Those guitarists I know who concentrate on practicing 


and more creativity for a guitarist—he will compose songs 
automatically. All original composition !s automatic, 
seemingly inspirational. The remainder of composition is 
conscious arrangement and has to do mainly with the 
composer’s formal intent: Is it long enough to sustain 
interest? Too long? The right tempo? Enough or too many 
chords? Is it in the right tuning? 

scales, as opposed to songs, are frequently better than I am 
technically, but either they do not write and do not want to 
compose new music, or they say they want to and never do. 
I can only assume that this is because of the way they hear 
what they are playing, the imagery, the feeling that they 
associate with what they practice. What can you associate 
with a bunch of scales played up and down in a chromatic 
sequence of keys except a very impersonal, unfeeling, and 
dry situation, emotion, or image? 


When I play the guitar, even when I am practicing, I am 
besieged with images, memories, deja vu experiences, and 
emotions; and for every chord I play, for every tune I write, 
there is within me a distinct and unique image, emotion, or 
feeling. What made and continues to make guitar playing 
exciting for me, and what makes it bearable during long, 
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long two-set jobs, is the continual show of emotions, images, 
memories, etc., that comes before me internally as I 
continue to practice or play. For my second set, I am 
frequently onstage for three or four hours. I turn work into 
fun. I recommend nighttime for these long sessions. For 
some reason, the night tends to enhance our creative powers 
and let our imagination, including our musical imagination, 
run more freely. Where was I when I wrote this song? What 
is the name of this strange feeling I am having while I play 
this chord sequence or this song? Consciousness is in a 
constant state of flux. The stable element, then, must be the 
commitment to sit there with your guitar for six hours and 


express yourself through your music. The process is 
cathartic, creative, and automatic, since the freer you are to 
choose this or that determination, the more your spirit will 
permeate the music in this or that composition, 
arrangement, or fragment. 


When I play in public, I play long medleys, some as long as 
forty-five minutes. It is easier and more fun for me to play 
for forty-five minutes without stopping than to play a series 
of short songs interspersed with humorous or didactic 
remarks designed to ingratiate myself with the members of 
the audience. I give concerts to play the guitar. 


Most beginning guitarists have trouble writing interesting 
melody lines. The majority of demo tapes that I receive 
demonstrate this. It is not enough to learn various picking 
patterns and then move various chords shapes up and down 
the neck with the left hand, and/or only play chord 
sequences that have no discernible melody lines. Good 
melodies are usually distinguished by their simplicity and 
by their scalar quality. 

If the guitarist cannot write good melody lines, he should 
take a long course in classical music appreciation. I grew up 
on classical music and my basic format retains classical 
form. The material of the form imitates or extends 
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American folk music. If after several years you can’t come 
up with good melody lines, concentrate on being a good 
arranger of previously existing compositions. It is better to 
be a good arranger than a bad composer. 


To a thoroughly competent guitarist, sight reading, or 
tablature, should be merely aids. Emphasis should not so 
much be on hearing and feeling anything external, but on 
internal states or conditions. What I am advocating is the 
supremacy of playing by ear and of subjectivity, which is the 
evocation of and externalization of internal moods. Every 
chord (and certainly every chord progression) should evoke a 
particular emotion, and you must learn to hear what you play 
and feel that emotion. 


If you sit and listen to yourself, the creative act will happen. 
You cannot make it happen, but you can put yourself in a 
situation where it must because human nature is 
constituted that way. Writers and philosophers have 
tried to explain precisely what it is that happens 
during the creative act. Typically, the writer on aesthetics 
attempts to at least suggest that some deity takes over at 
the creative moment, that there is something divine about 
artistic creation. While I believe that nothing is more fun 
than the moment of creation—even if it is just a moment—I 
have never experienced anything transcendent during those 
times. Most writers on aesthetics are not artists or 
musicians. 
You must take your guitar and go someplace where you are | 
comfortable and relaxed. Don’t worry about being 
introverted, about feeling anti-social, about not being 
friendly, etc. Secretly, steal away with your guitar. Don’t let 
anyone know you've gone. Take it and go some place where 
you can hide from everybody. When you get there, pick up 
the guitar and start playing what you feel like playing, 
whatever it is. No matter what others think, be your own 


person. It is healthy at times to want to be alone. If you 
never want to be alone, then you should start worrying. 


HOMOSEXUAL 
GUITAR 
PLAYING 


You must play until you are no longer afraid of the guitar. 
Many players are afraid to touch the guitar, and they act 


like it. You must create an intimate relationship with your 
guitar. Getting over your fear of it is much like a romantic- 
sexual conquest. It is no mere poetic metaphor when some 
songs refer to a guitar as though it were a woman. 
Mastering a guitar is really very similar to conqueringa 
woman, and when you fail to master it, like when you fail 
to master a woman, you have the same feelings of 
humiliation and violence. 


When you are alone with your guitar, you must win if you 
are to be a man. And you can win—with any guitar. Sit 
there with it for six hours. No guitar can withstand the 

creative spirit that is in every human being. 


Anyone who calls his guitar a “box” does not understand. 
Anyone who calls his guitar an “axe” cannot play it 
very well. 
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GUITAR 
ANGST 


Those who fear their guitars are essentially cowardly 
faggots who have allowed themselves to be conquered by 
perverse tendencies. They are unable to sit anywhere for six 
hours under any circumstances. Their span of attention is 
short, but what is much worse is that they don’t care. They 
don’t even care to learn how to lengthen it. They have 
constituted themselves essentially as hatred, opposition— 
pure negativity. They are not feminine men. Homosexual 
guitar playing is an imitative gesture of the non-essential 
(i.e. temporary) characteristics of women—bitchiness, 
frivolity, flightiness, and super-sensitivity. These superficial 
characteristics are not the essence of the feminine. Look at 
the homosexual guitarist pick up the guitar—he is afraid to 
touch it. He is afraid of it. He thinks it hates him because 
he hates so much. He has constituted his spirit against— 


he is against life. He is a Nazi. His politics are against 
freedom. He is a totalitarian at heart, but he has no power. 
He must overcome this fear of the guitar. And he can. The 
guitar must be his secret love, narcotic, whatever image he 
prefers. But, he cannot forget to abuse it also, to learn to 
bang on it and to make a percussion instrument of it, to 
play hard on it, and bend it to his will. 
Flamenco and American folk guitarists play the guitar soft 
and hard, quietly and loudly, fast and slow, with irregular 
and regular rhythm. The possibilities of your relationship 
with your guitar can only be made manifest by an 
exposition not only of all the qualities you can come up 
with, i.e. sweet, slow, pastoral, etc., but also by their 
opposites. 


If in this essay I have put the emphasis on subjectivity, this 


has been because I feel that the other writers and exponents 
of guitar playing neglect this side of it and place too much 
emphasis on objectivity and technique. But never let it be 
said that I have encouraged an irrational perspective, sung 
only the praises of the personal. Playing emotionally and 
well presupposes a great deal of practicing, learning, and 
mastering all of the technical essentials. You must broaden 
your musical education, and spend many, many hours over 
a period of years, listening to and digesting symphonies, 
tone poems, concerti, and chamber music, as well as the folk 
and/or popular music which you wish to play. From this 
perspective, and only with these prerequisites, can you let 
yourself go and play emotively and well, because when you 
have digested the music, your mind has a built-in sense of 
form and structure—a sense of when to stop, when to speed 
up, when to play quietly, triumphantly, etc. When you get to 
this point, you can play with self-confidence and freedom. 


The typical middle-class interpreter of folk music makes his 
guitar sound like a metronome, without timbre changes and 
without percussive and loud-soft tone contrasts. He is a 
friendly guy. He likes everybody. He smiles a lot. He wants 
you to like him. He’s volk. The hell with him. The real test 
when someone, at least theoretically, is playing hot or hard- 
driving, is this: Does his music make you want to dance, or 
not? Does it make you want to get up and move, or not? 


Most of the songs in this book are modeled after short, 
American, folk-guitar pieces, and follow Southern American 
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styles. Thus, they are to be played with gradually 
increasing tempo, and the fast songs or sections should 
conclude at a pace that is as fast as you can play. “The 
Last Steam Engine Train” provides the guitarist with a 
choice. It affords excellent opportunity for hot playing, but 
if you play it as fast as you can, you will of necessity 
sacrifice some of the hotness. The same is true of “In Christ 
There Is No East Or West.” “Poor Boy A Long Ways From 
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Home” can be played extremely fast, but the Negroes 
played it slower. After all, what’s the rush? At moderate 
tempo it has an eerie quality. Excessive worship of speed 
also sacrifices syncopation. 


In a longer song, or a song with more than one section, it 
sometimes sounds good to slow down the pulse. The 3/4 
time section of “When The Spring Time Comes Again” 
sounds best to me if I gradually decelerate during the last 
few bars. I also like to decelerate during the last few bars of 
“Sunflower River Blues.” The way I hear and play these 
songs, as well as “Last Steam Engine Train” and “Poor 
Boy A Long Ways From Home,” is to evoke a reflective, 
deja vu, slightly mysterious and dreamlike mood—the way 
you feel in a dream when you are a kid and you find 
something exciting. “Some Summer Day” is very back- 
glancing. 


In recent years, I have incorporated and plagiarized as 
much as I could of the solo guitar work of Bola Sete. Where 
previously I eschewed any classical, Spanish (except 
flamenco) or bossa nova influence, I now find myself 
working this material in wherever I can (see my article on 
Bola Sete, myself, and the nature of the universe, in the 
February ’76 issue of Guitar Player Magazine). Unfortu- 
nately, Bola Sete refuses to travel far from San Francisco to 
play and is sinking into oblivion. I can hardly market his 
very excellent records. “On The Sunny Side Of The Ocean” 
lends itself gratefully to Spanish rhythms. So, too, with the 
“Dance Of The Inhabitants Of The Palace Of King Philip 
XIV Of Spain.” “Spanish Dance” doesn’t, and neither does 
“Spanish Two Step.” 


Many guitarists these days capitalize on phony ethnicity 
with their patter, their gestures, their clothes, their liquor, or 


with anything available. There was a time when it was 
fashionable for young white boys to play at being old Negro 
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blues singers. There was a time when some young Negro 
entertainers imitated older, retired blues singers. There was, 
and still is, a time when retired blues singers would sit on 
the northern and western stage and plug themselves (and 
be plugged) as the Real McCoy, the pulse of the Delta, the 
very essence of the South (as if ante-bellum Southern 
culture still existed), as if anybody in the South was even 
faintly interested in these relics—living blues singers. But 
they are all retired blues singers. 


JSTION.. 
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Currently, the fad has changed to another prehistoric type, 
which no longer-exists except among a bunch of college 
students who want to share, exploit, and re-create what is 
now only a myth—the white hillbilly, the redneck, the 
primitive noble savage from the hills of Tennessee, or 
wherever, with his music. This guy is also aided and 
abetted by the Nashville country and western music 
industry, which permits some, but not many, explorations 
into contemporary life. Nevertheless, the overall theme is 
that the real essence of hillbilly, redneck, down-home-ism is 
still alive and well, in fact thriving more than ever before. 
Look at the Autoharp player from Manhattan with a 
Southern accent. What all of these examples have in 
common is the glorification of types of people that no longer 
exist, along with a constant implied assumption that 
unadulterated volklische life styles of bygone eras are 
contemporary and somewhat eternal. 


This is not to say that attempts at re-creation of old guitar 
styles can’t be an enjoyable pursuit and afford enjoyable 
listening, nor that archaisms may not be eclecticized, 
providing a more universal listening and playing 
experience. I can think of no more valuable musical 
learning and listening experience than to listen often and 
repeatedly over the years (even after you think you are 
good) to the guitar phrasing of Maybelle Carter’s Spanish 
and Hawaiian guitar on the many, many recordings by the 
Carter family. It has been more than twenty-five years since 
I opened my uncle’s gramophone and heard my first Carter 
Family record. I have been listening to these records for all 
this time and I am still learning from them, and still 
enjoying them greatly. Maybelle Carter’s guitar style, for 
me, is a definition of classic American musical economy, 
syncopation, and superb phrasing. Maybelle Carter’s 
playing had more balls than Chet Atkins, Leo Kottke, or I, 
will ever have. There are many people who claim to teach 
and play what they call “Carter picking,” but I have not 
heard one of them that really understands. There is much, 
much more to it than learning to play melody on bass 
strings with the thumb and harmony accompaniment with 
one’s index finger on treble strings. The same is true of the 
vocal phrasing. 


For additional and more intricate examples of syncopa- 
tional models, the Negro race has contributed a great deal 
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(e.g. Blind Willie Johnson’s recordings, especially those on 
which he does not play the bottleneck). 


I am limiting the dropping of names to musicians who: 

1) recorded extensively; 2) have records that are easily 
available at your local KoonaKlastier Konfectionery; 

3) recorded before any volklische revivalism; 4) are very 
good, but not obvious, and likely to be overlooked for one or 
more reasons; or 5) I personally like or haven’t actually 
heard, but mention for political reasons. 


I should like to conclude this introduction to guitaring by 
invoking the name of Maybelle Carter. 


ie bi: 
oimh 
MAY SELLAYHA 
Wl 


by John Fahey 


Deep within me, not notice by te. 
ce alfre the 2 pederaft, x 


my) I 
pint a within my foul 
e biel, ee 
‘ bigaga othargift{~ ~~ Lfm 
American Guitar ~ it Tf Bag a 
Have Come Back’ Jor Vou ~ Im 
Here~ Am American Guttar-! 
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Dis wam me at de age ob 11. 


My name am 


Me come to get ye.----De Trufe 
yes, YES, yes, YES, yes, YES, yes 

Did you know I can play? 

Did you know I can sing? 


Did you know I’m 2 
They help me. You will help me to. 


LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! LISTEN! 
| mean it. Please wait. Satan is coming. And |. Oh yes, | will be here. Please am be 


ready for me. Brothers an sistuhs, wait fo'me. Ah gits heah. Listen to Me, man. | know. 


---Tears my guts out!! Samson Geinde EDITOR 
Pitchikawi Journal 


Thus Speaks Soon to be released on recording. 
Southbound Press, 


The voice of a generation! Out of total chaos comes the song of an ageless child. 
Listener, Beware. Do you remember the grapes your grandma used to feed you after 
peeling them? Do you remember her funeral? The way the gravel ground beneath your 
soles the night she died? Yeah you saw her white hair. You remembered the things she 
did during her lifetime. She was cool too. She knew. He knew and He am...... 1 


The Fly (Executice Generalisation) 


Conceived by Wayne Wilson. 
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FALLING IN 
THE MIDST OF TIME 


It was an ambivalent, 
undetermined sort of day; 
the sun was shining and the 
mist was slowly falling, now up, 


now down. There in the midst of 
time, an ambivalent young man 
stepped irresolutely out of his unassumin 
young house and blinked his eyes in the soft 
wavering sunlight. “I feel unresolved,” he said unre- 
solvedly. “Perhaps someday I will feel resolved,” he said 
indeterminately. “Perhaps someday I’ll find Blind Joe Death 
again and be able to finish my thesis in ethno-musicology,” he said 
chthonically. So saying, he wavered on in an aufheben sort of way toward 
the B & O Railroad tracks to try to discover Blind Joe Death, the old blues 
guitar player, and perhaps also himself. 

Coming to the Chinese laundry next to the viaduct under the railwa: 
station, he entered and opened his mouth and inquired of the old boarded- 
up Chinaman who ran the shop: “Pardon me, have you seen an 
old Negro street musician by the name of Blind Joe Death?” 

“Take your filthy fucking feminine component and suck out of here, 
muvva,” the old Mandarin replied in his quaint sing-song Cantonese 
dialectic. 

“Ah,” said the young man a little more resolutely, “the bourgeoisie 
reject me.” 

Thus assured, he walked down the street under the viaduct, his 
aufheben quivering in the mist under the abandoned railroad station. 
Suddenly he stumbled over something which was more or less indeter- 
minate because of the fog: It was an old Negro sidewalk painter who made 
his living painting the portraits of the downtrodden volk of Takoma Park 
on the sidewalks of that once-great city. “Pardon me,” he said, his auf- 
heben heaving, “have you seen an old Negro street musician by the name 
of Blind Joe Death?” 

“T don’t pay any attention to color,” said the old man savagely. “I judge 
every man as an individual and not by any superficial standard such as 
race, color, or creed. Why don’t you go fuck yourself with a file?” 

“Ah,” said the young man a little more resolutely, “the artists 


reject me.” 

Now, yet surer of himself, he proceeded back through the viaduct 
toward the magic place where Carroll Avenue is majestically transubstan- 
tiated into Laurell Avenue. Stopping to inspect his aufheben, bruised when 


he tripped over the street artist, he saw a familiar form approaching from , 


the mystic corner—Domenick Zurubian, his boyhood friend and idol! He 
stood stiffly waiting by the glass front of Youngblood’s hardware store, 
not daring to hope that Domenick Zurubian would recognize him. It was as 
well so, since Domenick Zurubian ignored him with a vaguely hostile 
glance, and began to pass by. 

“Wait!” he called to stop him, the words torn from his aufheben almost 
against his will. “Here is your pencil.” 

A light began to glow in Domenick Zurukan’s oblique eyes, those 
fascinating angled eyes, in the form of a horizontal seven. “Don’t I know 
you from somewhere?” 

“Yes, yes, the fourth form in the Takoma Millinery Academy!” 

“Well, damn if I can remember who you are,” said Zurubian, without 
embarrassment. “There were a couple of ambivalent indeterminate young 
men in that class.” Zurubian left him by the glass front of Youngblood’s 
hardware store with a lame excuse and a smile, softly and resolutely 
crisping his lip. 

“Yes, then. I am an ambivalent, indeterminate young man.” His voice 
was a warm human bourgeois whisper, as he resolutely dissolved into the 
fog with the sound of drying wildflowers. “The wolves,” he said, looking 
out the door before the stranger came in, “are gone now.” 

Resolutely he mounted the steps to the railroad tracks. There he found 
several old Negroes sitting on the tracks guzzling wine. “Ah,” he said to 
himself, “if they reject me too, it does not matter. I am now resolute.” 

“Pardon me,” he said, “have any of you seen Blind Joe Death 
recently?” 

“Yea, verily,” one of them replied, “I saw him two-three days ago 
meandering up towards ol’ man Fahey’s cypress tree and Galapagos 
Tortoise farm. You might find him up there. Then again you might not.” 

“Thank you very much,” the young man replied, his aufheben severely 
pacified as he proceeded up the railroad tracks. 

As he was walking a train came screeching down the tracks and ran 
over two or three of the Negroes. “Ah,” said the young man dissolutely, 
“the poor downtrodden volk of Takoma Park. They have no place to drink 
their wine in peace but on the railroad tracks. Behold they are like the lilies 
of the field for they neither work nor travail, but they get run over by trains. 
Perhaps someday things will be different.” Approaching a grove of 
cypress trees alongside the railroad tracks, which transubstantiated itself 
hodologically into a field of hay, where many large tortoises were grazing, 
the young man said to himself still resolutely: “Perhaps this is the farm of 
which the former citizen has spoken.” 

Emerging into the sun he began to cross the gentle rolling hill of new- 
mown hay when suddenly from out of nowhere:a herd of wild dogs 
attacked him and tore at his clothing and his limbs. Their teeth bit into his 
flesh. Screaming and bleeding, he ran towards a farmhouse that he made 
out on a distant slope. Arriving there breathless, he ran up the steps onto 
the porch.Throwing open the door, he ran into the dwelling and slammed 


, 
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the door shut behind him. 

An old farmer who was seated in an oversized wicker basket jumped 
up at this and demanded of the resolute young man resolutely: “What is all 
this doggerel? Who do you think you are, running into my dwelling here 
in the midst of time?” 

“Sir,” he said, “I am besieged by a herd of wild dogs. They have ripped 
and torn my clothes and I am bleeding profusely.” 

“I can see that you are bleeding and that your clothes are torn, but 
come look out the window. There are no dogs out there, and there never 
have been, not on my farm. What you saw was only some pages of old 
newspapers blowing in the wind. Come and see,” said the old farmer. 

The young man turned towards the window and, looking out of it, he 
saw that there were, indeed, no dogs now, but only old newspapers being 
tossed about on the sunny slopes of new-mown hay. Strange though, they 
had the appearance, as they blew to and fro, of those very dogs that had 
just now attacked him. 

“But,” said the young man, “if that is true, what did attack me and 
what drew all this blood?” 

ad ae not know,” said the old man. “Perhaps in your haste you tripped 
and fell.” 

“Perhaps,” said the young man. “The wolves,” he said, looking out the 
window, “are gone now.” As he turned to leave, he asked the old farmer: 
apy the way, is this ol’ man Fahey’s cypress tree and Galapagos Tortoise 

arm?” 

“Not any longer,” said the old man. “I bought it from him many years 
ago, and it is now mine. Fahey moved to California or Caledonia or China 
or someplace like that.” 

“Well,” replied the young man, “perhaps you could tell me if you have 
seen an old Negro street musician named Blind Joe Death.” 

“Blind Joe?” he replied enigmatically. “He used to work for me in the 
cypress groves. But he left a few days ago. Said he was going to make 
records for somebody or other. Didn’t even know he was a musician. 
Funny, isn’t it? Hope he does all right. He was a nice old guy.” 

Returning to his unassuming house, the young man, now irresolute, 
attempted to open the door. It wouldn’t open. “Ah,” he said, “perhaps it 
has happened again.” He went to the back of his house and attempted to 
open a rear window. As the window gradually opened, he was besieged 
with sheaves of falling grist. “Ah,” he said, “they have filled my dwelling 
with grist again while I was gone.” 

This was a quite common occurrence in the indeterminate young 
man’s life, and the recurrence of it had left its mark on his aufheben. 

“How long must I be the prey of evil grist mongers?” he sighed to 
himself gently as his words floated along in the evening breeze. “Once 
again I shall have to call the used grist store and ask them to come out and 
take this stuff off my hands. Tonight I shall have to sleep in the damp 
evening breeze. And still I have not found Blind Joe Death. I am indeed an 
unfulfilled, indeterminate, ambivalent young man.” 

Later that evening, he expired due to an advanced case of previously 
undetected Heisenbergian Indeterminancy. Later, and somewhat ellipti- 
cally, I met myself coming through the back door. “The wolves,” he said, 
looking out through the window before the stranger came in, “are 
gone now.” 
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THE LATEST ADVENTURES OF 
JOHN FAHEY & BILLBARTH, THE HARUSPEX: 


JOHN FAHEY AND BILL BARTH 
MEET EVIL DEVIL WOMAN 
OR 


JOHN FAHEY & BILL BARTH VISIT 
WACHEPRAGUE, MARYLAND 


Maks, years ago in the Orient while John 
Fahey was learning the martial art of Samu- 
rai sword fighting, Bill Barth was traveling 
through ancient Rustic Etrustica and there beside 
the waters of the Green River he met an ancient 
Haruspex named Tireseus, whom he befriended 
and eho taught him the ancient divinatory art of 
seeing into the future by observing lightning, 
natural prodigies, and by viewing the entrails of 
sacrificial victims—Haruspicy. Later, when the 
advent of the downfall of the Adelphi Rolling 
Gristmill and the first foundation became appar- 
ent, both decided to dedicate their lives to law and 
order enforcement. They had been relatively 
successful in their endeavors until several recent 
foils by Evil Devil Woman. 

It was in the old days before the flood during 
the first foundation. Civilization had been 
besieged for many years by Evil Devil Woman 
and the Evil Green Hoardes from the East. The 
question, which all the guardians of righteous- 
ness and justice were asking, was how long man 
might prevail against these bitter enemies of 
society. Could the demise of the first foundation 
be near at hand? When would the Transcendental 
Waterfall prophecy be fulfilled? 

In his secret mountain hideout, Fahey was 
reading a newspaper article describing a recent 
robbery of a great quantity of being from a 
nearby bank, committed by Evil Devil Woman. 
“Hark,” said Fahey, “those crooks can’t get away 
with their heinous plot to steal being from the 
world and transpose it somewhere else. Who do 
they think they are anyway? Why should anyone 
have a monopoly on being?” ading a little 
farther, Fahey jumped up and said, again 
addressing his faithful servant, Barth, “Karl, 
we’ve got to do something about this. Barth, 
twang your magic Haruspicy divining machine 
and see what our chances are.” 

“My name is Bill, damn it,” said Barth. 

“Oh, all right, Karl. But look here. We’ve got to 
get to work.” 


Barth begrudgingly turned on the secret 
machine and looked into the view-scope. “Boss,” 
he said, “things don’t look so bad as I thought. 
We'll get those crooks but good by the beard 
of Yahweh.” 

Later, standing by the Atlantic Ocean, some- 
where near the ancient deserted city of Wache- 
prague, Fahey on his great Clydesdale horse, 

airos, said to his faithful servant, Barth, “Here 
they come, Barth. We got here in the midst 
of time.” 

“Yes, Boss,” said Barth. 

From out of the ocean slowly emerged a 
gigantic green brontosaurus. On its back majes- 
tically sat Evil Devil Woman and Crokodile Man 
and Gos-Hawk Man, and Gruff the Si Wagon. 
There, in their evility, were Elephant Woman and 
She Wolf and all the other Evil Densons of the 
Underworld. 

“Great Glark,” said Barth. 

“Holy Gleeps,” said Fahey. 

“Boss! Boss! They’ve got Bnigmateia Ephem- 
erizing Chimerizing ot Recalcitratin, 
Machine. Boss! Boss! What’ll we do?” screame 
Barth. 

“Relax, Barth,” said Fahey. “You don’t under- 
stand big business. I’ll do a number 725 kata 
all around ’em and that’ll sure i those crooks in 
bitter lemon straits.” At that, Fahey, with Magic 
Samurai Sword Zen Bong, danced fiery, magical 
circles all around the Evil Densons of the 
Underworld and Evil Green Hoardes from the 
East, thrice. The evil ones were soon routed. Evil 
Devil Woman fell into the sea, clinging to She 
Wolf. Enigmatizing Ephemerizing Chimerizing 
Eglioclastical Recalcitrating Machine’s tubes 
exploded. Evil Devil Woman and Crokodile Man 
and all the other evil ones were turned into 
brine. 

“Zen Bong gong fong,” said Zen Bong Magic 
Samurai Sword. 

“Yes,” said Fahey, “it’s all over now. We’ve 
made the world safe for Kledonomancy.”” 
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ROOTS 


In the hot 
summer months of July and August, 
dust rises in the quiet streets of Takoma 
Park. The Sligo River becomes a chain of narrow, 
muddy ponds. The rural Maryland countryside becomes 
a veritable pot of steam as the temperature passes 110°, 
and the humidity is not far behind. The old Southern 
Negroes, who work in the cottonfields there, have a volk saying 
that expresses all this quite well: “If the temperature passes 
110°, can the humidity be far behind?” 

I stopped in at People’s drugstore. “Has anyone seen John Fahey 
or Blind Joe Death, or maybe Gerhaupt Hauffman?” I asked disso- 
lutely. “They were recording stars for Paramount thirty years ago, 
and I was told that somebody here might know where they are.” 

“No,” said the old man with the white beard from behind the counter, 
resolutely, “they’ve done been here and gone. Maybe—if you go down to the 
first fork in the road and turn left and then when you see the big house 
painted all over green and turn right and left and go by the railroad tracks 
and stop at the ethnic-looking water tower where once many years ago 
Jimmie Rodgers got stranded dissolutely—maybe if you do that, you'll see 
Heh God, and maybe he can tell you where they are.” 

It was noontime, and no gentle breezes blew across the hot cottonfields, in 
the midst of time. There, by the water tower, I found Heh God, and I opened my 
mouth and asked him the same question I’d been asking people for months: 
“Have you seen John Fahey or Blind Joe Death or Gerhaupt Hauffman?” 
There, by the water tower, I found Heh God, and he opened his mouth and 
said, hodologically: “No, I haven’t seen them lately, but probably if you go 
down to the next left red light and turn green and ride over the great B & O 
viaduct and ask at the pool hall, maybe.” 

This sort of thing was not new to me. I remembered the months and 
months I had spent the previous winter, traveling across the continent 
and back again in search of the mysterious and elusive Hestum-Festum 

Brothers—the constant disappointments, and then finally finding them, 

only to discover that they still hadn’t learned to play or sing very well. 

As I walked down Maple Avenue, the heat from the blacktop road began 
to get me. “Just keep going,” I said to myself, imperatively, there in the 
midst of time. “You owe it to all the people in the 13th Century who started the 
whole business, to Jean-Jacques Rousseau and Jan Sibelius. You owe it to Heh 

God, and to the other downtrodden people of Takoma Park—to locate them 

hodologically. You owe it to all the good volks on the West Coast.” Not very 

soon after this, I found them. They were sitting out in back of the Takoma 
Funeral Home, where Blind Joe Death had a part-time job embalming 
the downtrodden 
people of Takoma 
Park who had 
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gone on before. 
As a little boy, John Fahey had 
sat at the feet of an old blind Negro, listen- 
ing to the intensely personal blues and religious 
songs the old man played on his surrogate kithera. 
Blind Joe never sang. He had no voice. He had been struck 
blind and dumb at the age of three by a local member of the 
NAACP for not complying with the organization’s demand to 
learn barre chords and diminished augmented sevenths, so that he 
might disassociate himself from the myth of the Negro past. Here, 
thanks to the intensely personal stubbornness of an old man who 
refused to bow to the dictates of crass commercialism and political 
interfuge, sat John Fahey, at the feet of this old man, listening and wait- 
ing for his hands to grow big enough to play the surrogate kithera as did 
his mentor. For in Blind Joe Death’s singing, the young white boy could dis- 
cern a way in which he could express the intensely personal, bittersweet, 
biting, soul-stirring, volk poetry of the harsh, elemental, but above all, 
human, life of the downtrodden Takoma Park people (volk). 

In time, Blind Joe’s kithera was washed away in the great 1927 flood of the 
Sligo River, which many of the local volk recall with fear and trembling. Blind 
Joe, having recently acquired great wealth as a Paramount recording star, 
bought himself a Martin guitar, and found to his surprise that he could even 
better express the intensely personal, bittersweet, biting, soul-stirring, volk 
poetry of the harsh, elemental, but above all, human, life of the downtrodden 
Takoma Park volk, because this instrument had six strings instead of one. 

John Fahey had made his first guitar from a baby’s coffin, and led the old 
blind Negro through the back alleys and whorehouses of Takoma Park in 
return for lessons. When the Second World War broke out, John was already 
a musician in his own right. His career as a volk entertainer was briefly inter- 
rupted when he was drafted and sent to New Zealand to fight with the Allies 
against the Finno-Armenian invasion. After the war was over, John, a 
decorated war hero, returned to his home and re-established relations 

with Blind Joe. In 1952, only a few years before Blind Joe’s bodily ascen- 

sion, Melody Brennan, working in coordination with the Library of Congress 
(of Bessarabia), recorded the two of them and issued them on the now-rare 
Takoma label (for which, unfortunately, neither was paid, in the tradition of 
many recorded volk entertainers, such as Poor Boy Krennach, and Barbecue 
Cage). Now, thanks to those who remember, John Fahey has just finished a con- 
cert tour, and has won even more friends in his travels through this land, espe- 
cially on the West Coast, singing and playing the intensely personal, urgently 
expressive music of the downtrodden people of Takoma Park. This record, 
The Best Of John Fahey, is for those who remember. 
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GUITAR TUNINGS 


Here are some tunings you should know: 

© Open D minor (Skip James tuning) 

© Open D modal 

¢ Open C C GC GC E, or one of these variants: 
CGCGCE ®CeGCGCE 


Unison 


The open C is my favorite tuning. It has the widest range, 
chords are easy to find, and blues licks are all over the neck. 
The third is on the top string where it should be so you can 
get rid of it easily and only have fourths and fifths in 
your base. 

You should also know chords in the open C, open G 
(Spanish), and open D tunings. 


SUNFLOU/ER RIVER BLUES 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 
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difouufting, degenerate; tnfipid young folklonife from the Croat & 
Tfaiah Nettles Foundation for Ethnological Kelearch meandered 
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Jufl the kind Im looking for; the young man relic repugnany 
as he infected them randomly, “Nes, very good, "he wenk on lanquilly, 
Lil give you $ 5-2 for the lot, if thats alright?” ; 
"Yes, that be fine; the acrobat relied. “Do you mind fF 
I afk you what youre going to do with all thole- old arms & “legs” 
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A variation of the third "A’ theme 
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Rnow, they fay he got caten alive one night by a wild , man-eating 
GETCHELL that efeaped from the ZOo. Afide from that, 
all that L CAN “remember is that his true MEANING feemeo 
& refide- in the Rel of his ontological reality, tesinhis ax- 
fence, or - perhaps tn his epifeenological frecty. for he ested 
uf as, yea verily, you and . I do, or at leaft “that mach j anupways 


Te exifeed as no 2 chi havacter™ of the inagination ‘could exist = hes 
great weight, mafleny, and dignity were in this fan. 

Th ats very interefling,” the young man y [poke guietly 
now, as the ec unary cypre[s groves wended ther way down He- 
hu, towards the- -fetting fun. “And, LT never by seard that— 
about the GETCHELE b pefore— ” 


‘Oh, its tne; continued the aged bee-Keeper: “I'm 
fure any of the olde timers around here can tell you the fosme- 
thing. These- was a big to-do about it in the papers. L renen- 
ber that. I howe a very good MENOTY YOU know, But ITdont 
remember much de about him becaufe- nothing ele caught my 
attention at the time. And befides (wae fo long ago. So 


ro, 


flatty, but not too boldly. “Could you direc€ me to ang 
one Ge who might remenbey him ? “the young man afred | infect 

“You might try Rup Kwverboat, ’ the old concentration 
camp p fupevintendent replied.“ He ufed to live at Noyes Flace; 


ae I can certainly underftand that, “the young man 
fratec- 
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POOR BOT 
A LONG HATS FROWN HOE 


Death learned this from an old Columbia record by Barbecue Bob [Columbia, 
14246-D], which the Death household at one time possessed. 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 


SECTION I ¥ SECOND TIME THROUGH, Js 
J RRYTHM DISPLACED “192 
® 1 AS CUS T RATED 
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down in the North End. TU bet he oe et 


Buk ct és getting late: You and T ave getting o we se going 
to die soueday, the retind prelate went on. 
ing old. with whoars,” the infipid 


i a nd WE ME growing 


your Hb. replied diagnofbically. 
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r “That és moft certainly true,’ the old. publifher went ony 
but you go down and fee Kelby Riverboat. Lin fuse hed remon- 
ber Fahey fanpbody would...” 


‘Yes, I have fer Fahey,” facd Riverboat. The infipid 


REPEAT FROM SIGN AT BAR 9 
THEN T 
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young MAN ob| evved Ww tthe ly Kafte- the moans and “Siudders 
ae his aged frame. Wonderment fp wperfedid diftafe- as 
the old man “continued, after a time, on have ten many toheys, 


and ‘ alfo the place from which Blind Joe Death made on 
bodily ascenfion and was tra nf figured . And alfe, Jon,” 
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Once again he fark into the deepefe diferes;* LT have feew 
Jolin Fahey.” “The Youg mar, feared that t lomething lke this 
would happen. At the def hehad been told Ghat Reetoats 
som "periods WEE becoming nver and rave; that reality reeded 
vther ~ from his analy. And yet the _ young man ‘realized 


that his entoe frtuse at Nettles devended on what he could 
find out fom the aging felizophrenic as to the fading legend 
of the- elufive John Fahey. aes 


“ 


ar Faheys ° : 
‘Oh Cod !/ L fewched and_ fiarched everywhere; yr 


PLAY @ AS FIRST TIME THROUGH, 57 
REPEAT FROM TOP To BAR 19, 
THEN PLAY CopA-¢> % Coda 


th ey wert all [eooges. Thee were + furvogate Faheys, bagus Deaths 
ies zombies were everywhere, the--yoor devils- a= the poor 
"Hes votce trailed off, anc he- became loft in 
The young man pondered: fora time on all of 
this, ad on the pobible ain of truth ¢ Gin the, fee demented ravings, 
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WHEN SPRING TIME 
COMES AGAIN 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 


INTRO: SECTION I B- 


“DROPPED pD” 
TUNING 
6 1 
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All he Knew was that Fahey (& Death) had recorded for~ 
ED Denfons Takoma label in the carty 19608, forall this was 
tn the ftandard difeographies in the veferve = facks at the Pogus 
Blind Ben Covington Memorial Lo rary at Nettles. In addition, 
Fahey was known to have lived at this time tn greater LosAngeles 
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and thas had prefumably perifhed in the great cataclyfn, along 
with the ret of coaftal Southern California. Not mach, for a 
mafers thes, but even the flimficlt ftraw had to be clutched nom, 

‘Tell me, My: Riverboat, about he --Faheys ~ you have- 
Ruown. How many did you---Jay---7?” is 


“I came to Row many Faheys during the tineL fyent 
with the EVIL DENSONS OF THE UNDERWORLD. Yes, as I 
faid, I even faw John Fahey a few times, though ct was more 
than I could bear:” Again hk his 5 frame- began to hudder; Gut he- 
continied on,“Eut the one Fahey L knew well, and the- only ove- 


on the outfide, was the one I recorded x Bofton. OF courles 
yi thought at the time I was recording John tahey, but I became 
Jufptcious when I read in Variety that on the very eve of the record 
ing, TJokin Fahey was playing a benefit a Boys’ Town inM tfourt. 
T decided to afk Fahey’ about this when lL arrind home (for 


Horch was + fraying there while working the local coffee hy houfes.) 
1ypon may arrival Iwas sqreetea with a horible fratological 
Poa Fahey’ was [lumped os ina hat; tranfficed, with terror; 


aking vifthly fom feak 0 foot; and flaring fixedly at an 
ouelope; and waves of terror be jeqan to » flood t: th rough meas 
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m examined (t, i for ct was addr refsee to Ciefeer C. branicK 
--me! The return addre/? read: Harmonica ED, Boe 2233, 
Boley California. As L fhook the- envelope, fo as to remo 
the enclofed letter, a (ifeovered that ‘there was no letter; , for in- 
fecad, in my outforctched paln, I bfervdA alittle mound o of - 
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aioe Cooked Lown with inereafi, (ng alarm, for Fahey’ was now 
raring at me, with wild, imploring eyes.” 
“Fe carfully He afked him, ‘Wha at docs this mean! "and fear- 
Fully | be raped ‘Tt ts death.’” 
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Silence- fled the room, and again Riverboat mind be Pegae 
to eee The Je you ng fholav Jia at tranffied for many moments 
th ie onde of ¢ the reminie ing madman, and th fen [poke 
C hefter- mle 


Retvanick wrote the notes 5 for Fi Faheys Death Chants,’ 
and alfo an album with Blind Joe- rath.” His voice was low- 


ord in reverence, and in confifion. Are you faying that this 
perfon ak your home was the Jone Petranick °”” 

~ But thee was no refponfe, for Riverboat was fuddenty 
flaring wha bottle which the young man had brought with him 
“What is thak, fon a he afked. He feened to bein a ftate of 


confiderable- agitation. 
“Oh, ts jufe an economy fize jar- of ‘SHE-WOLF brad 
homogenized after! birth for my G TCHELL-Why do you afk? ie 
” But there were to be no move anfuers from Ralph 
Kwwerfoat. Laranwia engulfed him in tortined waves, and as 


he glared at the infipid young man, he began to rant and nwe 
about “Denfon's afterbireh h empire, the FEMALE GETCHELL, 
LINDA, © EVIL DEVIL WOMAN, ALLIGATOR MAN, 
and BILL BARTH, KEEPER <fege FAHEY.” And ther 
he turned on the inf pid young man, fe creaming G ctchell> 
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lover; “again and again as he tore- the room to_fhrids in his 
As the attendants pourtd through the entrance je— 
mafhed the jar of afterbirth in impotent rage; fhouting: 
“JOHN FAHEY, JOHN FAHEY, JOHN FAHEY” ax 
“Beware, bevave-of Denfon and his Cetchells who may yet 


i = a P 
t = 
Repeat Section IL from Zin 


(valr 53) to-@, (end bar 87),then 
- ae ~#-4 = play Coda below (bar gap). 
— os s ae 


conquer the world.” 

But the YOUNG Man WAS now gone. He was runnis 
down the hall, vie meg by waves of refolution the like e 
which he had. fe 


dom known, for he now had. a lead on 
JOHN FAHEY. And yet---- could it be? Could the 
ED Denfon of TAKOMA, in thok- far-off days, be the— 
Jame oe we ED Denfor, the SS tycoow. 
who fad revolutionized the American pet feene-with hes 
lovable, tamed Cetchells and his patented, homogenized 
Se Wolf brand afterbirth? : 

“Yes, it ts s fo,” ‘fuk SAC sie as he cafaally picked a 
pur of Meas from his beard and fed them to one of the- 


GETCHELLS. “L do hae information which might 
prove ful to-you or your JOHN FAHEY thefis. You 

will, of courfe; rftand that Lam a buly man, with 
but limited time to devote to many projeks. Noncthelef; 
JOHN FAHEY is a fubjel dear to my heart, and I feel 
T can dete an hour or two to the topic. You je. FAHEY 
is to be the afthetic flandard of the new orey:” 

The cringing youth was cuphoric for he had farce 
dared to ope that an infiguificant, degenerate cipher 
Such as hi el could ever actually talk with ED Dexyon, 
whom pre dents dared not offend. It was in fac€, a 
very curious bi inels. 

uy; had been throwing him out of DENSON 
INTE: GALACT, IC HEADQUARTERS in the buftli 
feaport town of San Bernardino when an old na 
eighty-fiv heard him fputlering about JOAN FAHEY. He 
was a dark kinud janitor from India named N. S. 
DHUSTY, an incredible figure who identified himfe lf, 
auto- chthonically, reflerively, and autologically as 
JOHN FAHEYs «Veena teacher, fomewhat relatively, 

LT was he who had ge pes brought the youth to 
DENSON*® INNER SANCTUM under the defolate— 
korched waftcland of the Mojave defevt. The nfipid 

$e aateera haat thie, and hi on see the 
eerie Jeries of compartments which comprid DENSONS 
ee now two ae oe the ground: 

Soon, however he WAS OW the third level, where he encountesaa 


" SOME SU/IVNER DAY 


Blind Joe Death learned this song from Jim Lee, Bertha Lee’s brother, and sang it 
frequently with his old friend and World War I buddy, Charley Patton. 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 


triple feeling A s x) 


J* 69-12 


STANDARD 
TUNING 


© 1963, 1977—Wynwood Music Co., Inc. 
Used by permission. All rights reserved. 
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THUMB ON DowWN-STEMS 


31+ 34 


an ungodly din. For, ashe Cooked on in amazement, 
fifty-odd white -haired guitarists of varying abilitics were 
feraggling with THE DOWNFA LL 2F the ADELPHI ROLLING 


'GRISTMILL’ and all at once-. After a feemingly internin- 
able period, the cacophony lurched to a halt as a lone 


oy ructor- bellowed out diveions concerning right-hand 
nique, Once Pare the group went into aclon, lumbering 


fe through the flection. 
fly ew Aiding © wit h this gr & progres, or- 


rather the of tt, " pik Denfor. ver hypno- training 


is not producing any noticable refults - --- L fear the worft- 


We' Co hone to brainy then, peer on feratch—--- but the 


inconvenlesice not to mention the delay , _ferioufly impairs the 
at prope?” € 7 
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REPEAT FROM BEGINNING TO # (END BAR 13) 
THEN PLAY CODA, BAR 33 
D.C. AL ceo ¢ CODA (3 
33 
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3 “Come in hee and Ll fhow you,” Gid Dexfon, Kading 
: the b youth into the net-yoom. “See thefe Cat this 
vink throwing a pile of Billboard, Caffbones, and Varieties 


into the- youths )---- theyre all lnpng the fame thing. Folk. 
mufic,, and "he Lestat mufic, cs coming < again, and tts 
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STANISH DANCE 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 


tes 


stanvaro INTRO 
A 


ow, 


60s.” He was fu eng ina wave of xce 


going to be big — LT mean really big, 4 bigger than the 
; temnen 


as fe fald, “Ie' tc be juft mae Save a FAHEY 
tn emery city town or hamlet which has a coffee Goufe-. But 
that is only the beginning. ” He was now, [peaking rapidly, 
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with a froerifh glint in his eyes. “Supermarkets ! Thats whee 
Be real marey is to be made! LU have FAHEYS paying 
for the Gitle woman in shopping enporiums throughout he 
inhabited univerfe. Its alwads been my grandest bene, 
jue pr one.” He was now indulging in a fmile of pide; and 
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sf ng wiflon “LT will call ct the INTERGALACTIC 
He SUPPLY,” be _facd, * “What do you think of cr 
The infipid young man gfitated for a long “moments and. 


then furpré aa “fardon me King you, Mr- 
Bese ee dont cee. me oe cs gate but 
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what makes you think that the houfewives of our univere want 
to liskerto JOHN FAHEY?” It fhould be borne tn mind 
thak the feeble youth feldom [yoke or enquised, fo decifively. 
But Denfow didn't pai mind. y 
“Son, to come up in this world YOu. nud a proper under 
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ee f i pcaadle and tts legitimate ufe toward proktable ends.” 
was again pulling at crmoling things inhis beard, 
which feemed to the young man to be unaccountably mangy 
for a man of his featwe. "Tn this infiance-, one muse not t fr~ 
gt the utility of my AFTERBIRTH EMP. IRE, for ct is true that 
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REPEAT SECTION IIT (BARS 33B To 56) 
To CODA. THEN PLAY CODA (BAR 59) 
To EN 
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the good Gowlewives may at a4 find FAHEYS mafic « celng 
. they wend thecr way pote ‘the abfles. bee ce t fe se the 
lewives howe | litkle choice ca the ¢ makes, fer JE Sh hall make the 


a aha, he pments of my Sromegenized afebith contingent ow 
the ‘gli of a FAHEY in cach and every chain ftore: The 
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owners of t the ¢ npermarket chains, you will appreciate, wil be ina 
quite difficult “pofttion, for the lovahle beafes wh cat nothing dfé, 

fue fr people. “Nearly all families hae ak leaft one CETCHELL 
now, and would be forced fo take her bufinels ewheve. 
This would sof courfe, be intolty: able fer the. fupervon ket owners 
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oe and thus we have the INTERGALACTIC FAHEY 
SUPFLEY TE fhall make millions. But come along now for- 
thee is much more to fhow you.” 

, At thes poiut Denfon led the young man down & 
further flight of fais, to the fourth level. “This is the bafonent? 


“TAKE A LOOK AT THAT BABY 


This song, which is preserved in the archives of the Groat and Isaiah Nettles 
Volkmusik Library in Heliotrope, Maryland, has only one verse. 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 
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Jud Denfon."Ferhaps you might find further conserfation with 
our janitor, DHUSTY, laminating. Afterall, he was in Boftor 
with —--- , which one was £ now, for it was an unfettiing 
bufines.” He now halted, for the moftevious ld Indian had 
appeared, and was brufhiing grime and dufe from his turban, 


25 —— SSS datsd als 
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be- ted Denlon. he Wt his knees in a ge fee bei lorue 
ou iat : fe silat 
“No, but thats all right, fer this young man that you 
brought heve feems inkercfiecl in that record Chefter cut iv 
Bofton, and yerhaps you could bell him abouk it, for dE Shall 


95 
be bufy a bricf time. Ill be back foon , however-” 
As the w es 
fudent was Loft in thought. Tt was [lowly Mg On. 
lac thee moft of Ri ener ravings “wee fea cn- 
fru as fiark reakes , In fac ct ven croped his mind 
that ED Denfon was not necefsarily very concerned mith his 
See welfare and honk Ble before Se could Acal with 
tl mufings na _ [yfrematic manner (for the Young man Was 
very [iftenatic) he was intorupted by He aging janitor; who 
was reminiking about the Bofton period, and who appeared 
he very agitaked by his recollections. 
TS dm not to doit," he faid, pm sae Sereamed” 
his eyes,” but poor Chefter was fo miferalle; for he hated 
.. Ee Key Rygeaeh in: 
that he was a nicefsary and valued contributor to an under- 
taking greater than hin fe So often Mafia would come aveund 
to the quarters and tell us how he loved us all and that ‘we- 
were everthing, and he but nothing’ ‘Nothing he faid, and Ge 
Sih a great man.” DHUSTY _prufed, wiping the tears from his 
pus; and then continued, Bee he recorded tapes fora FAHEY 
album for RALPH RIVERBOAT without Mafsa's permifsion. 
True-, it was THE FAHEY, note for note (thee nero nus a better 
FAHEY interpreter than Chefter-) but Denfon hadnt OKa it. 
And defpite the bond of friendfhip between us Lhad to tell 
fa, and —--- Chefer- pad Lily Be te crime nies unforgivable. 
The tapes were- abfquentty recovered, fome of which appeaed on the 
Takoma album “The Great San Bemardino Bi party” 
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IM GONMI DO ALL I CAN 
FOR 17 LORD 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 


STANDARD 

TUNING Theme © 
(CAPO 3or4) 1 
cp * 1 
Ly fren 


© 1963, EA ELS eters ic Co., Ine. 
Used by permi mn. All rij hts aac 
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with feveral items by the rel FAHEY, but ikwas adofe all.” 
log “But what happened to RALPH RIVERBOAT?” 
“DHUSTY brought hin here, for he fought information 


on’ JOHN FAHEY mach like Joy “TK was £ Denfor 
“LT dé. 


talking: he had jufe returned. d not difappocnt him, 


dH’ 


and “Revwile you shall not be dfappointed. Come- along, for, 
for there és yet much for you to fa.” ¥ 

Tt was dark and damp in. DENSONS UNDERGROUND 
DHUSTY Cec the way, through the winding passages with a 
Cone candle, which was flickering me/mcrically, cafting faine 
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es of pake cllow on the surrounding walls of rock. It 
oc tan dice yea Aud erscaaee a" room” he 
size of aber fe. In the widdle of this huge cleaving Was aw 
underground brook, fanned by a wooden footbridge, whofe 
gurgling and balling fiemed ftrangdy anglified and diftorted 
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as it echoed through the cavern. And to the Gfe, jue of the path, 


4 A eg A es 


was a curtous mound about tow fect high . DHOSTY and Denfon were 
now gasing atit, and tears had come to their eyes. DHUSTY bad” 


on his Knees again, and appeared t fe praying. 
“What ts 7” implored the youth. ‘ 
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‘Te is ore, "replied Denfor. He was now running i though 
his hands, watching it as drifted inclolutdy through the dank, heavy 
ar, “This, my fon, is the GRAVE of BLIND JOE DEATH. And 
was here, on February 5, 1962 ,that Lwitnefed his bodily 
afcenfion and tranffinwation. Thus was introduced the new age, 
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pr which DEATH is to be the religious flandavd.” 

“OF : Mofsa! "eclaimed DHUSTY, who was radiating jou, light 
and peace to all beings. “Surely DEATH was an incarnation of Ge 
Supreme Bralonin, that which has no form, but which knoweth al 

orm, and which is Known to man in the form of love and compafion 


bet wun fentiert creatives.” 

Ys, DHUSTY ét es as you. Say, and & és my y fon cf wih, 
Hat L might bring the mefage to all the world.” As Peni. 
[poke his voice became charged with the heady vecklefsnefs, fixity 
of purgole, and _ guact defy vation of the fanatic. In his eyes 
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was the faxed gleam of nfancty, as be clutched fis Garmeuca 
to his bofom. At thes Gime the cringing udent again beane 
Fearful about his fefonal fafety. He knev about thee odd tye. 


One bad to be cmefil. Unfortunately, Sefore he cadd: formu. = 
Gtea deforite vin alee Den for see & rs again. 

along, Son, we me apyreaching DENSON'sS ~ 
UNDERWORLD, the laft Sty of ‘your (thle tow: And the 
three crofeed the bridge-, coming upon a large door of graven ayyth 
hitherto loft nm fhadow, which Denfon promptly opened, calling out ‘fot, 
come hither.” And at length a firange - fgune appeased ix the entrance. He 
Jem ancient aud withered, his hunched frame clothed in a tattered 
od robe acres which dafhed the ram, the bill, the foorpion, and ol the 
ether figures f the zodiac. “What do you want, bop?” 


IN CHRIST 
THERE IS NO EAST OR WEST 


This is a hymn that was sung, in its world historical aspect, by Captain Marvel and 


the Mole Men during their heroic attempt to destroy the theological stranglehold of 
the 1920s. 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 


ARD 
NG 


STAND, 
STUN 


©1975 Tortoise Music 
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“Barth, I wane you to fhow this Young man av ound the 
UNDERWORLD, and tell hin anything he wants to know. He- 
Rnows quite a bit already --- deal with him accordingly.” And 
Denfon and DHUSTY were faddenly gone. 

Come with me, young man,” the ancient rabbinical figure- com- 
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manded in a refolute-and confident tone, “forL have much to lhow you; 
he werk on,as he lod the infipid youth through yet another winding corri~ 
dev: But this was only a fhort one, fovin buta few monctes they Gad 
entra into yet another “room,” \maller than the laft, but irfritely 
more torvifqing. In the center a fist blazed, cafting ferange, flecting 


images on the walls of rock and ice. And built into the t far wall 
was a row ofcages! For here lived --- the EVIL DENSONS £6 
UNDERWORLD// “Let me e [hows you my pretty little pets, "he 
went on, his votce now rifing tomect the occafion into an dated tone. 
As they ay wroached. the fil cage which contained a white-haived, 
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wolf-lhe-, apparently female but fomewhut cdeterminate withered 
up Skinny Ad humanoid, they wee gected by agonized [hricks and 
guarts. “This, ” laid Barth, as he -jabbed the beaft with the /havpenes 


end of his feaff, “thes és my loudly pet SHE-WOLF. T fict Ger hair 
lovely? "he chuckled evilly himfelf “And in thes cage,” he- 
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werk on, eyes, burning now with pride as be pointed © the adja- 
cent cage; a A aera EVIL DEVIL WOMAN. "Again they were- 
bt i an apes from the fomevhat darker haired and 
“Put my dear-young man, "he wenk on, he 
saa eas ees T muft [how you SHE-WOLFS AL JE 
MATE: Gos- HAWK MAN, for ct was be who iwented EDs 
Doe pen : SHE-WOLF BRAND AFTERBIRTH!” Ande 
was another creatuse; move fairy and dark 
aes ref, oo mae et al and fitting on cts haunches in the 
corner munching on a Eucaliptus tre laf. “Many any years ago, "the 
bebraic patriarch went on,“GOS-HAWK MAN- when he was out ix the 
world. fomesheres gave helter one night to a ftrange vifitoy to the city 
in which he there refi ded Tt was none other than. SHE-WOLF, great 
with child, and with no place to lay her mary fangs. That night, 
Je cei ie pe She brea did, a child which had: “oe 
Wane 2 afterwards neser to be heard of again 
Cos fo MA into fubmibion by the E iL 
CHTHONIC FORCES ES U SeRMORIE helped deliver the 
ALL orwhakever twas, ank concand that night an idea which was 
to have tenets repercufions. ForGOS- HAWK MAN fad” 
vefiding with him a pet Ritken, and being broke and deftitute at 
the time he bad no food to feed the yoor creatures In the morning 
while SHE-WOLF was [leping, echaufeed from her (abor, and nurfi 
her child or whatever twas, on her middie breafe, GOS-HAWK Wa 
crept up toher-pallet and gathend tooether the afterbirth in his grably 
Cittle claws and hid tt in the rifvigerator: Laker he allempted © feck tt 
Chestal ond band Gal Goat wall ok ean rive on ct, but 
mfortunakdy didnt, apparently (tke the flavor very much. He kept 
a fmall portion in the refigentor and whenwer She a 


13 
out to catch her prey he experimented om the fibftence- in his fecret- 
laboratory, to try to find away to make the |ubftance- more pala- 
table to his cat. Eventually he found that by Fomogenteing 
and adding certain [pices and herbs, his cat reifhed the fab france. 
He then fet about to hynthefize the fubftance for he to mana~ 

ure it as a commercial cat food. But one night ED 
whe fad the place wird and who had ben watching through 
a nav window Lass time, broke tu with bis ftorm troopers, . 
Jpirited GOS-HAWK MAN and SHE-WOL Faway and [tole 
the magic formula which GOS-HAWK MAN had Finally 
oreaked. And that , young man, is the Sie) the invention. 
of the afterbivth which wlks all over the world, and perhaps 
you gourkelf, fed to their pee CETCHELLS. ” 

“Amazing,” the Young man - galped, “T had no idea that...” 
"Yes interrupted Barth at this point, “ED has this 

wonderful gift of getting the moft out o lee” Turn 
then to Sid ee the ae Baw “A nd lethee 

cS WE keep various _[pecces of GETCHELLS which we ufe to, 
= Sha we fay, induce Jjome of ow more, wh, reticent quefts, to 
wh, cobperate with us. Thee OETCHELLS come from the 
original wild flock mother fomewhat purthenogenically by 
the fenale GETCHELL, LINDA, after her cfeape_from the Bofton 
200. She bears them. _omewhat autochthonically in her fecret 
mountain hideout, where fhe is [pending her laft renainng 
ems, completely alone, except when lhe [poradically Bears a young 
tn. She has been thee ever Jince fhe cfeaped fom the zoo. Prt 
of coule we have the whole arca wired and televifed fo thatas . 
fon as fhe Sears one we fteal t away from herand bring it hee: She 
fives alone Secaufe- fhe can get along neither with her own kind (for they 
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GIVE ME CORNBREAD 
WHEN 0/1 HUNGRY 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 
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have alk Cong fince been daneficated, but fhe alauys repled even the— 
Jos conce ions nm this dinction) nor with Suman beings (for thefe 
fhe has an uncontrollable defae to tear apart with her [ary claws, a 
“defire which | [ye promptly camies owt whenes er Ie runs hone 
in her mountains.)” 


1) 


“Aud that, ofcourfe, “conkinued | Barth, “by ings us to the topic 
in which yor.are primarily interefted, fe: namely FAHEY.” 

"Nes, FAHEY "the young man replied. “Do go on. ‘s 

Ab, "gloatid- Barth gleefully, My favorite topic. Yes, T will 
tell you abouk FAHEY. You fee, T had known FAHEY for feveral years 
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be efore Team into EDs employ, , and ( frankly LT never (thea him very much. 
Asa matter of fact, you might Jay that I délpled him, for FAHEY (at 


leaft this | bas always been my Pin, and L mut confefs that ED 
never agrecd with nk about this--nor anybody ody ele ‘fr that matter -)was 
not half the qutavife I was, and Se never did gee halfas good as Lam. 


Buk HE (and not D) HE, the limy Laflard—--.” As he faid this a 
look of: infimte age and | uncontvollable hakeed cro Ne his countetance--- 
‘HE was the ove thet got all the jobs. HE get all the glory. HE got all the 
money, HE got everything, and I got nothing. Lut T _ got him, Se rid 
chuckling “evilly and (miling malefically, ck. pth him but good.” "At 


this point he broke into a long Jtanic  Jevies of |h bricks of laughter: 
The infipid young man flavted to cower into a corner fuk pound that 
the Caushter~penctraked. every where, and even there [oneuhat demonically, 
‘Let me tell “you what L did to FAHEY,” Bar th went on, urniedly 
and cagerly. “But wait-- Ce me calm down a moment; Im 
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ftarting to hallucinate again.” He then proaded to fit dawn 
a evera of the hot coals which had fallen . from the foe: AG 
he fequently went on, “fire always Soothes iy nerves and cafes 
WW Cate: Yes now L feel much better, and Lfhall te you all. 
ED came to me one night and told me that he 
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would. pay me- to deliver FAHEY £0 kine alive; but t ubdived 
Lt was ¢fential that FAHEY le oe of courle, for he— 


alwaus carved with him his MACIC SAMURA/ SWORDZEN 
BONG GONG, and be huew how to afe & - gute offectvely, as 
LTwell knew And ED reafoned that even though I could 


wever~ overt ower him in ackuat combat, I might think 

ome wh to fubdue him ince ED had he Lak T wasies 
“crafty anc pei sags owes of pois idee 
ank renoluyperbobula wmsfeic Leni sin . Alp, ak this time, 
(Aud ED Knew ct) I was FAH Se fine of FAHEY 
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tho hit. Aud ED was quite right. T+ took me very little 
Se to make- bread. 
“You « fee- FAHEY ufed to like to goto the Bostsn Zoo every 


hefore he went to work and while away his time with 
he female Cetchell they had there, Linda. He thked 0 zuft fit 


125 


paca © 
——— ————— 
ae ae ae 
5—— 3 4 
=. eS 
(Eee ey ae te ee 
aS, = — 8 — 


there on the bench and gaze. Hed feed” her peanuts and hed” 
try totalk to her but Se could never- unde land what be was 
trying to ell er becaufe [he was only recently imported from 
the wild steaming jungles of the planet Dorchester, inthe 
Brt_ fectorof the Carpathian Galaxy. Sometimes he 
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bring his guitew~ and play Jone of hisfogs for her 

Se feed like mufic, ¢fpecially waltzes, and his sbupid- 
mufic ouch communicated fonething to her~ and _Jometimes 
fhe would become very quiet and /ei, and fhe would parr 
like a cat. That made FAHEY very happy. ‘You Know, fe even 
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wrote a_fong about bay and I think the origina reording 
of ct got ifsued om the Poston period album. I dont think 
ChesterS crude—imitation was frucd fon “that cut. Theve- 


wasa banjo, played by, ale think ; Ent Scruggs, ov Ll. Magne— 
Smith, 0 fomebody or other> tHe wrote that Jong about her-one 


night while he was playing an excep tially drunken fee at 
the Ohiyfsey Coffee Houle. 


“hak was, I believe, the fummer~ of OF vw 85 w 36 a 
fonething or other Thad been employed. by Fahey for fiver 
yous as his fruth 7 fal manfer vant and Harufpec, but 


arr ere 
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now L became a double agent and counter toy or what have- 
Yor, jut like on televi, fin. Fahey thought Gh at be knew all 
about Cetchells but well, LT knew althle move about thew 
from my plychedelic trips to other heavenly bodes, I knew 
ores than FAHEY knew about a (ot of things. <i lust imagine! 
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He even thought he loved one-, as dearly as one wight love a 
dog ora cat. What a fool he was. How could anyone (we a 
Cretchell © The very idea. Thegre fo 2 ftupid, you Ruow 
“Well, one day while FAHEY was ak the zoo, Ge fall 
afleey, and while he couldnt tell what L was doing --and L 
> Knew that Linda hadnt beer fed~ yet -—L [realthaly 
okt overto her-cage and broke the lock ott and 
oped the door; alkkle and then Lan aud curried” 
wp a tre Lt was both very ternble, and extremely hodologi- 
cal. The Cetchell  [prang from the oper door right on t 
of FAHEY and praded t tear him ie But I w es 
magic noia- inducing powes feared hev~ ufe in the 
ne pene po fy 
"FAHEY was by thes time uncoeious and bhecding 
prffly, and T, BILL BARTH, fperited- Sim away to Den- 
Jous fecret catacombs whee Twas promptly pad thirty 
pieces of * filver= And that, young mar, that ts how I 
delwerd him into EDs rae No Conger~am I FAHEYs 
poe lervant, but rather----L am THE KEEPER 
OF THE FAHEY.” ; 
By this time Barth was once again fhaken by demontat 
Sits of ean ashe raged and vamted ; fomewhat t fadis tically. 
“And FA a "he went ROE i “FAHEY (&(Cwatts on 
his cage, thinking that perhaps fome female Ciet 
lta vane pate an si #y and aa 
me-and ED and from the times when T periodically 
lee Evil Devil Woman nto bis cage She Ukes to cat 
too, You know. But Sometimes, “he began to fhrick, “ome. 
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OF THE INGABITANTS 
OF THE PALACE 
OF KING PHILIP XIV OF STAIN 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 
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ally he fell on the floor; convulled by par ims of (aughter,— 
gnafhing his teeth,and rolling (x the grift wes covered the floor: 
~ * But the infipid young man was not thinking of Forth 


amy Move, FAHEY alive? “Not once (H his Joumegs had he- 
ever lifpected” it pols He-. “What abut the catacly/p sek 


he afked, bewildered . 

Where finally Barth had recovered, he froodk up bufhing 
the gift from hes anciert- Rabbinical akive. Ab. 4S, "he = 
werk on, gradually returning to his normal level f infarity, 
“.-the cataclyjn of 1966. It was Sune 5, o- May 7, ov~ 


; END 
REPEAT FROM $ (BARS) To CODA (BAR 22) 
THEN PLAY CODA, 


fometh ing or other ae FAHEY was vight hee where 
be is now,” Bart sointed toa cage SU the - fr ze 
Jide- ft the room. As the fuvellong_ feudewt apy cached 
the- cage. he was greed b by the moft fhattering fcene he had 
ever obferved , ov even conceived of, for th eve was JOHN 


FAHEY, the legendary Volk-Cike hero, fimpering and muttering 

iw the commer of a cage, refed in tattered rags and encrusted 

in grime. He was redining on a mat of woven grtft, which was 

the only thing in the cave Joe fora Movrtin D-45 guitar. The- 

sug man efited, Lenumbed with horror and Lew (lderments 
finally | [poRe- : “JOHN FAHEY, L prefiome f°” 


The aged FAHEY tumed weth a. fear, and feemed for 
an instant to panic. But he guckly became comfufed, tum- 
ing towards a wall and staring at it blank. Finally he- 

A the youngman, fimpering, and fad, “AC is ich th ologe- 
at é te not Ne wick ‘i J oe 

The YOUN. Mma Was [peechjlefs with horror; pr / AHE Y 
was completely and utterly mad! The demented qutarcfe 
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became frightened, for the revolting youth was sbiring at him 
with fierce sees He retreated to the vearof bis cage, 
whirmnpertng. JOHN, do you hear me?” Tt was Barth, 
now at the cage, ener, | lofty and matevolently. FAHEY 
Cooked up, now fobbing bitterly as Barth continued. “Now 
EDs been veal nice today aud Given You. . fore nice gt. and 
waker to cat, hapn't hel We like ED dont wef” 

“Yes, ” forpere” FAHEY, “ED ts a nice man. I Che 
ED. EDes my friend. re Rnow that ED ts my friend. 
I know that Yes.” A Judden radiance hak wept Lies 
featuns. “So now were going to belp ham get oka new 
FAHEY album, aent we?” Barth was triumphantly 
wheel portable recording equipment toward the cell. 

Bit FAHEY had- again become ee He Cooked” 
feernly akthe mat of wwen grfe and began to talk , 
with oratovical growiky. “Beware, beware of the day of the 
ornamental (vonworks. For while we were growing AL with 
whoars, they took us all away, my good mat. And ever— 

vefent-is the danger f cyeeping call , He fil 
oe Cline oe teahe fo es ef ty 
3, the ----- 7 

“FAHEY/ * fread Barth. Startled, FAHEY turned 
to face his tormentor> “Now IY attention JOMN, Gstew 
carefully.” He paufed” foram instant, and a frdistic - fricker- 
Safed” acrafs lis aged. frame. “Getchell --- Getchell --- 

Do you hear me FAHEY 7 Getchel.” £ 

The fpinelefe yo cholav was agha%, for- FAHEYs 

ae was seed aa: by ee eae 
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THE REVOLT OF THE 
D/KE BRICADE 


The inspiration for this song was the famous rampage of the Sligo River in 1939. 
The notorious Bertha ‘Butch’ Rosenthal supervised all the dykes in Maryland, but 
they leaked. The song is actually a blues-rooted protest broadside, with lyrics by 
B.J. Death, objecting to the tactics employed by Rosenthal in conscripting women 
workers. These pointed lyrics—among the most powerful of American blues-rooted 
protest broadside lyrics—resulted in the wholesale walkout of the Dyke Brigade and 
the subsequent destruction of St. Georges County. I learned the tune and picking 
style when I worked with Blind Joe at the old Adelphi Rolling Gristmill. I forgot 
the lyrics. This was played by Blind Joe Death, who learned it in Memphis from 
W.C. Handy, in whose band Death at one time played, previous to the great 
northern migration and the great crossing-over. 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 
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©1967 Hodolog Music, used by permission. 
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‘Now listen to this,” Barth went on, as FAHEY began 
running wound his cage banging hus head againsE the 
walls, and foaming ak the- mouth. “Evil -- Evil Devil -- 


--Woman. --- Now sohich would you lke? Getchell, 
Evil Devil”--- And cn the next cage, a Getchell was becoming 


> 
LL 


® 


fevervifh, with se se Lt madly grafjed” (bs teeth and 
cla, Hered on the ba bars with bard clams. And in the age ned 


that of the Getchells was Evil Devil Woman, , fiding 9: jguicly, 
ld 


patiently, but with a hungry expreion m ber - facex “Uh 
Hou like to vifit JOHN agatn tonight?’ ' Barth was addy efsing kin 
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the GetchelC who, OD bik a darnb Leaf veaced with man 
creole fervor was nav growling. fiercely and /nafhing the- 
cage, hope te fice th GF and gt to FAHEY. 

‘Or how about you my prety (cle pee?” Bas ibe ite 
of the fultry Evd Devil Woman. “Which will ct be JOAN,” 


REPEAT FROM Top TO 
THEN PLAY CODA 
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2 
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Barth faik tuming to FAHEY, “b God o- infanity pe 
“No, no,n0,” Pram FAHEY, “I(T do what you want J” 
Bah Cooked at FAHEY contemptuously, and both, weve- 
filent. Buk the Getchell was creaking a frarfal din, roa ving 


“and i fnafling its head” againft- he aC bus. 
Oh, won't you pleafe [hut up,” whined Barth, addiefsing 


Y 


the- Getchll. “Here,” he jac, pening a Carge jar-of SHE- 


WOLF BRAND HOMOGENIZED-AFTERBIRTH and 
thrufting ct throusl, the bars. Lustartly the cratuse became 
jfedl ; lawe forgentle purring notfes emanating prom bs throat- 
ben “[prang apn the jarand fi lavped a the afterbirth 
ma . few quick gulps, whenccforeh at hecame- contented “aut 
forme, and Cguickly fell afcep. 
“You Know,” lack Bart L, g Sometimes Lf. Fec C that Getchells 


a 


46 


ON THE SUNNY SIDE 
OF THE OCEAN 


Arranged by 
John Fahey 
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| FIRST TIME ONLY 


have move orkinary good fewe abouk foo’ than people. In fac, 
x SECC cant understand why the authon ttes WEE SO fickened 
when the Pofs ‘ afterbirth hit the fh helves. After all, cb &s 
vich in protein and other- cfrenkioh nutvieuts ---thetr - alt tude 
was deporny un-fientific, a in all.” 
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“What caukd them to lent?” 
“Well, it was all very fimyle, actually. Feole wanted 


Cetdylls, but unfortunately the Getchells alfo wa uted people 
for food é This grisly ceo rumflance prevented the wihe-~ 
[prac Lomesbication of the animal until GOS- HAWK MAN 


% 
cy 


uh, donated the new y for ana te harmonica ED. 

all, he[pite- tf the 4 lenecfel. fupyly f arms X “Cas ak thak time, 
hee weve nowh eve near enough linbs to  fupport a really 
Carge amount of Cietchells. Anyway , EDs ad vertiing 
combine- _/wang into acon and Joon every body thought they 
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wanted a pet Cretchell. CSubliminal hypnotic mtthods 
worked wonders (n this regan, ? Quite naturally they 
prefered afterbirth to being caten alive, and thas we have 
‘DENSON AFTERBIRTH EMPIRE.” 


Barth was now wheeling the recording <quipment 


intto FAHEY's cel, and was _feting up micro phones. 
FAHEY was chattering arniably about mediaval the heology with 
the mak, and Barth was fraud © otonype. 

‘Look, JOHN, the bofs Keeps | 4 hounding me on hav he 
wants fouething on th at refarvecbion bufi inehs- fore of a 
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[ SECOND TIME ONLY To CODA (BARAIA)| SECTION Z 


ABS 


religions theme Jong for the new onder You liked the old- 
guy a lot, didn't ¢ you, JOHN? 

“Yes,” ” fac AHEY, “always T have loved” Death as 
deaty as lk fe lef” He fae ~ fs uddeuly ferene, even 


profound, although Jal quite infawe. 


“Yes JOHN, L kuow Hav you feel. Now why don't 
you pu ct alk inks mafic 2” And as he [poke be papsed his 
daggey—through the bars. : 

Slouly FAHEY tured and got his quttar> He 
jae Hown, tuned the guitar—tnko an open G, leaving out 
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1) PLAY SECTIONY, INCLUDING 2) PLAY SECTION IV (BaR 26) D } 
F, F' REPEATS, USE SECOND ENDING + THROUGH 408, & THEN To CODA (iB) 
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oe Srird, and geukly carcfscd the dagger to the forings. 
As the dagger ido up and down the petboard the voow 
was ~laddenly led with a warmth, a vradlance which h per> 
meated to the very depths of the young mans being. ST€ 
[poke of fuffering and of bie, and & the humility and 
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Serenge5 f the downtrodden yolk of Takoma fark. Té bore 
witness to 300 yeas of tragedy aud torment and yet 
above al it was a hymn of affirmation, a pean d profe- 
Stemming from that which ¢s moft human in al of us. And 
when, towarts the end, he guickened” the tenpo, the room 
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came- alive to the Ariving, fuvqing, forcefiC, and pounds 
rhythm, and 0 the Ce af ii She sae = 
hewn tonal quality of the mufic. Evil Deyl Woman started 
stripping and dancing awounk her cage, makin Serange 
estes ak She Wo. When & ended, the Pe maw 
was flufhed with ecstasy. JOHN FAHEY ---alive and 
playing 1 Soon Ge would awwunce is redifeoven a a 
would bring him to Newport, write his thefs, and become a 
powerful force at Nettles. Tt was too good to be true! 
FAHEY reverently placed hes guitar on the floor; and wan- 
dered toward the rar of hks cage- 

“Heh, JOHN, what will we call that me?” called out 
Barth, who appeand to be hored. But FAHE Yhad not 
really heard the diforganifed man. He was aga gazing 
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lovingly at the mat of woven qist and prfently addiefsed 
it in folemn tones: “I aw the vefurreEin and the life, 
and maks that believeth in me-fhall fearneither~ hoof of 

' Jabberwock nor claw 0 Ce3etchell, forT am with the, 
pleaks f woven gist, they confore me, particularly my back, 


for its been aching quite a bit Cakely. Arvthrits, L que fa ---. ; 
zs “Hold on FAHEY, thats a litle bet unwieldy for a fong 
tile. Can't You make one a CMe, fhovter ¢” ; 

At this moment FAHEYS confufion was genuine 
Thee was nothing he could fag . He feud nothing. 


rome tea 
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Must you always be fo difficult? “complained Bath, 
who » foned mildly put out, “Oh will, I (6 jufe cut the one 
You gave me down to ‘IL AM THE RESU CTION, ’ and™ 


Ceave ct ak that. ED did wank a religious title, and 
thats what hell get But a religious theme fong for Ge 
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new ordey-° Linpofsi le! JOHN FAHEY fisnply can't de~ 
lwer a pice of that- row pewer,— of thak captivating dyna~ 
mdf that moves men and natios. Now rf the Bofs would 


only let me do one for him, then he would ..... 


«+ 


What is this all about the new iter” Coase 
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 fecle student. Bavths ule of the bad” 
a eee fs ipa Bae: a, fon is 
references to the ” Nev Order ‘quate. puzaling. 

“Lets ; fee, ” fi the traitorous manfervant anfttly, 
“What has the Bofs told you” 

“He c facd” that FA was tobe the afthetic - fandavd, 
and Death the religious stendavd. In fact he dated the 
new order from Feb. 5, 1962, the dake of the purpatcd 
bodily afensin of Blind Joe Death. AGfo, ce deferrbed 
in fame detail the Intergalactic FAHEY Supply. Now, 
what he fad nothing about was the - political Standard.” 

“| D told me to tell you everything, and LT fhalh do 
just that. The new order is @ be an IntergalacGc Bene 
volent Suzerainty under the Bofs.” Once again Barth 
began 40 © [yak cakedly, with  frmaticéfn _fuoldering tn his 
exes, and an evil fmirk on his lips.“ The takcove-will come 
as 5 follows + Soon, very Joon Denfon will addres to the-world 
an ultimatum. Any feckion of the world ( and for that 
maker the wnhabited univerfe) which does not accept bis 
loving embrace will receive no afteerbireh. The hungry 
Cetchdls will decimate the population, for they will 
cak nothing fave afterbirth and people. But the peore 
wort Ki the Cetchells, for EDs hyyne - techniques wn 
mef-communication have over the Cas€ 50 gears instilled 
in the common man a love of Cctchells far grote thar 
thak for his fellow man, or wen his own farnily. Thus 
hegemony ts guaranteed . The Getchells, in fe, [ha be- 
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the military 0 the new order; but a military lowed, hbject peoples 
more ies their fone and daughters. This anage e 
must not full ! IT WILL NOT FAIL” on 
Bart led, ‘uddenly calm, miled fagely. “You fee 
Be aaa you nttd a J letting 
power, and ks legitimate fe toward profitable ends!” 
He drifted, into thought; and then [poke lofily, reverentiq. 
‘ED told me that once, long ago. Such a great man --- a great man.” 
ve twfipid young man was awed by all this, but one- 
ind Joe Death?” 
“the BoP feels the new order needs a state-fanctioned 
(te: Denfon~fanctioned) religion to Keep the mafes _gudltty, doule; 
and fubfervient- You know opiate of the people and all that. 
Thus --- the cult of DEATH” 
‘And what about the Kefamecfion eh en 
OF come- non, fon, you know better than that. I dug up the 
body [fo after ial and fed to a Gethell. Thon Thad 
ED tell Dhuisty about Deaths “Kefurection, and the poor; dumb 
ontental fwallowed the whole thing. You fee; Dhasty y /ymbolizes 
man, tqnornt and, cote, LT understand thefe- 
le. AU in alla clever Gtk le mle, a master stroke~ LT thougla 
of tt oe But now & ts getting Cate and we must retcres 
eae. 


“Yes, We- ” 
“But L must leave; quickly [” 
"No, thats not actually the cafe. Not at all!” 
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As the weeks rolled on and on, the Coo 
of more fi = he had come upon a ira 
wiices ee oe a ms 
news he would have been a herr, revend in history books around 
the world for centuries to ame. But now he was to fyend 
his Cife in a cage-, uncer the cave ofa madman. He kicked 
hé siecle apg ar ae Even area hy 
emented ravings ” were being reve as stark, 
ilng fick i had not pad hed to the pine advice. 
He senembered, now, how Riverboat had ned out “Beware, 
beware of D on and his Cetchells, who may ns ek 
worla.” why, of wha, of whi, hadnt he 2 a that at Dogon 
had from the start imperiled is we “being, even hes Mae ry Te 
we nofope now, and as the days pafed on and the infipi ( youn 
mans mind “ppually fell inte fill deterioration, he began to 
entertain. the one hope --the fame hope entertained by anether- 
madman, FAHEY that perhaps aa. the e female Cethell, 
Linda would have a change of heart and come and refcue- 
them. And although Se had learned a little in hindjight, he 
was in his thinking primarily eS unclearas to certam 
porticulans . ad eo was Die c 


For, you fee, i ‘was ajo very, very 
id. , 
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SELECTIVE 
SUGGESTED 


PreJ¥pICEe 
DISCOGRAPHY 


In the following discographical section, I list many out-of-print 78 rpm 
records. Tape recordings of these are all available for a small charge 


from: 
is “Te B. Bussard 6610 cherry hill dv. 
f _Cherry Hill Rt. 7 


Frederick, MD 1 Z\10LZ 
(301) 662-6666 


ee 
Anthology Of American Folk Music, Vol. 1: Ballads Folkways, 2951 


Anthology Of American Folk Music, Vol. 2: Social Music Folkways, 2952 
Anthology Of American Folk Music, Vol. 3: Songs Folkways, 2953 


Arica 
Heaven Just Sunshine, JSS 11 
Robbie Basho 
H The Falconer’s Arm, Vol. 1 Takoma, 1017 
tThe Falconer’s Arm, Vol. 2 Takoma, 1018 


Berlitz 


7 Basic German 
« German-English Study Manual (two records plus easy-to-use verb 
finder) Berlitz, 96131 


Blind Blake 
“Early Morning Blues”/“West Coast Blues” Paramount, 12387 
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“Bad Feeling Blues”/“That Will Never Happen No More” 
Paramount, 12497 


“Hey, Hey Daddy Blues” Paramount, 12606 
“Diddie Wa Diddie’”’/“Police Dog Blues” Paramount, 12888 


Bola Sete 
(Gf Ocean Takoma, 1049 
& Goin’ To Rio Columbia, KC 32375 


Roy Bookbinder 


Some People Who Play Guitar Like A Lot Of People Don’t 
Kicking Mule, 104 

(Particularly note the cuts “Bad Luck Blues,” “I Got Mine,” and 
“Bye-Bye Baby Blues.’’) 


: Roy. Bookbinder and Fats Kaplin 


ste Wav ezs ane 
: Git Fiddle Shuffle Blue Goose, 2018 


Steve Calt and Dave Mann 
Looney Tunes Blue Goose, 2017 


Carter Family 
“The Broken-Hearted Lover” Victor, 23791 
“The Winding Stream” Victor, 23807 


“Tl Be All Smiles Tonight”/“Hellow Central! Give Me Heaven” 
Bluebird, 5529 


“Darling Daisies” Bluebird, 5586 

“There’s No Hiding Place Down Here” Bluebird, 5961 

“T Never Will Marry” Bluebird, 8350 

“God Gave Noah The Rainbow Sign”/“Little Moses” Victor, 40110 
“Forsaken Love” Victor, 40000 


“Wabash Cannonball”/“Meet Me By The Moonlight, Alone” 
Victor, 23731 


“Kitty Waltz”/“The Lover’s Farewell” Victor, 40277 
“Keep On The Sunny Side”/“River Of Jordan” Victor, 21434 


“Little Darling Pal Of Mine”*/“Will You Miss Me When I’m Gone?” 
Victor, 21638 


*Steel guitar 
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“The Poor Orphan Child” Victor, 20877 


“When The Roses Bloom In Dixieland’”/“No Telephone In Heaven” 
Victor, 40229 


“Western Hobo” Victor, 40255 


“When The Springtime Comes Again”*/“When The World’s 
On Fire” Victor, 40293 


“The Birds Were Singing Of You” Victor, 23541 
“Jimmy Brown, The Newsboy” Victor, 23554 

“Bury Me Under The Weeping Willow” Victor, 21074 
“Homestead On The Farm” Victor, 40207 

“There’s Someone A-waiting For Me” Victor, 23554 
“Sowin’ On The Mountain’ Victor, 23585 
“Motherless Children” Victor, 23641 

“Chewing Gum” Victor, 21517 


“The Foggy Mountain Top”*/“My Clinch Mountain Home” 
Victor, 40058 


“Dark And Stormy Weather”/“In The Valley Of The Shenandoah” 
Bluebird, 8868 


“Mid The Green Hills Of Virginia” Bluebird, 5243 
“Girl On The Greenbriar Shore” Bluebird, 8947 
“Fifty Miles Of Elbow Room” Bluebird, 9026 


Bob Coltman 


Lonesome Robin Minstrel, JD-200 
(Especially note “Vandy, Vandy.’’) 


Elizabeth Cotten 
Folk Songs & Instrumentals For Guitar Folkways, 3526 


Blind Reverend Gary Davis 


Reverend Gary Davis—1935-49 Yazoo, 1023 

(Note the cuts “The Great Change In Me,” “I Belong To The Band,” 
and “I Am The True Vine.” If you can find a reissue of it some- 
where, see also J Am The Light Of This World, ARC 5-12-66. Joe 
Bussard might have it.) 


*Steel guitar 
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Walt Disney Productions 
Snow White DQ, 1201 
Esso Trinidad Steel Band Warner Bros., WS 1917 


John Fahey 
I have recorded sixteen albums. These are my favorites: 
¢ The Best Of John Fahey (1959-1977) Takoma, C1058 
v Old Fashioned Love Takoma, 1043 
(—Fare Forward Voyagers Takoma, 1035 
( The Yellow Princess Vanguard, 79293 
After The Ball Warner Bros. (out of print) 
Christmas With John Fahey, Vol. 2 Takoma, 1045 
(On this album, I especially like “Christmas Fantasy,” Parts 
1 and 2.) 
Rick Foster 
Rick Foster—Traveling On Mark Records, WD-1213 
The Masterpiece Nashville Record Productions, NR 5829 


Stefan Grossman 
Acoustic Music For The Body And Soul Kicking Mule, 105 
(I like “Requiem For Patrick Kilroy,” which is a masterpiece of 
composition for solo acoustic guitar, and “Wall Hollow Blues.’’) 
Bob Hadley 
Tunes From The Well Kicking Mule, 103 
The Raven Kicking Mule, 113 


Frank Hamilton 
Frank Hamilton Sings Folk Songs Folkways, 2437 


Joe Hickerson 
Songs & Ballads Folk Legacy, FSI-39 


Frank Hutchinson 


“The Train That Carried The Girl From Town”/“Worried Blues” 
Okeh, 45064 


“KC Blues”/“Cannonball Blues” Okeh, 45025 
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“Coney Isle”/“West Virginia Blues” Okeh, 45083 


“Logan County Blues’”/“The Last Scene On The Titanic” 
Okeh, 45212 
(All of these songs feature steel guitar, except “Coney Isle,” “West 


Virginia Blues,” which has a guitar solo, and “The Last Scene On 
The Titanic.’’) 


Blind Lemon Jefferson 
“Got The Blues”/“Long Lonesome Blues” Paramount, 12354 
“Stocking Feet Blues”/“That Black Snake Moan” Paramount, 12407 
“Wartime Blues” Paramount, 12425 
“Broke And Hungry” Paramount, 12443 
“Shuckin’ Sugar Blues”/“Rabbit Foot Blues” Paramount, 12454 
“Hot Dogs” Paramount, 12493 
“Sunshine Special” Paramount, 12593 
“One Dime Blues” Paramount, 12578 
“See That My Grave Is Kept Clean” Paramount, 12608 
“Bed Spring Blues”/““Yo-Yo Blues ” Paramount, 12872 
“Blind Lemon’s Penitentiary Blues” Paramount, 12666 
“Black Snake Moan”/“Match Box Blues” Okeh, 8455 


Woody Mann 


Some People Who Play Guitar Like A Lot Of People Don’t 
Kicking Mule, 104 

(Note “Good Gal,” “Old Devil,” “Crosstown Blues,” and “Who’s 
Been Here?”’) 


([ Old-Fashioned Love (John Fahey) Takoma, 1043 
(Woody Mann is the second guitarist on the entire first side of 
the disc.) 
Sam McGee (only these original recordings) 


“In A Cool Shady Nook”/“Old Ties” (with Uncle Dave Macon) 
Vocalion, 15325 


“The Franklin Blues”/“Buck Dancer’s Choice” Vocalion, 15318 


“Knoxville Blues”/“If I Could Only Blot Out The Past” 
Vocalion, 15326 


“Railroad Blues” Champ (Decca), 45033 
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John Miller 
First Degree Blues Blue Goose, 2007 
How About Me? Blue Goose, 2012 


Bill Monroe 
“Six White Horses” Bluebird, 8586 
“Dog House Blues” Bluebird, 8692 


The Father Of Bluegrass Music Camden, CAL-719 
(Notice “Mule Skinner Blues.” Bill is featured on guitar on these 
records.) 


Monroe Brothers 


Feast Here Tonight RCA, AXM2-5510 and RCA, 5510 (two records, 
two songs) 


Tom Paley 
(Tom used to be dynamite, but his Elektra record is out of print and 
he moved to Sweden and became a communist, so I am told.) 
harley Patton 


“Mississippi Boll Weevil Blues”*/“Screamin’ And Hollerin’ The 
Blues” Paramount, 12805 


| “Down The Dirt Road Blues” Paramount, 12854 
“Pony Blues” Paramount, 12792 
“Pea Vine Blues”/““Tom Rushen Blues’”* Paramount, 12877 
“A Spoonful Blues”*/“Shake It And Break It” Paramount, 12699 
“Prayer Of Death, Part 2”* Paramount, 12799 
“Elder Green Blues”/“Green River Blues” Paramount, 12972 
“Heart Like Railroad Steel’? Paramount, 12953 
“Jim Lee Blues, Part 1” Paramount, 13080 
“Jim Lee Blues, Part 2” Paramount, 13133 
“Circle Round The Moon” Paramount, 13040 
“High Water Everywhere, Part 1” Paramount, 12909 
“Jesue (sic) Is A-Dying”/“Bed Maker’* Paramount, 12986 
“Some Summer Day, Part 1” Paramount, 13080 


* Steel guitar 


“High Sheriff Blues’* Vocalion, 02680 
“Oh Death’*/“Troubled Bout My Mother’* Vocalion, 02904 


A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada 
Vande’ Ham Iskon Media (32 Tiffany Place, Brooklyn, NY 11231). 
The Radha Krsna Temple Apple Records, SKAO-3376 


Larry Sandberg 


B Some People Who Play Guitar Like A Lot Of People Don’t 
Kicking Mule, 104 
(I like “Delta Swing.’’) 


Reverend Robert Wilkins 


Memphis Gospel Singer Piedmont, PLP 13162 (Music Research, Inc. 
Box 288, Silver Springs, MD 20907). 
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


John Fahey is undoubtedly the prototypical contemporary American folk 
guitarist. Long before ‘folk music’ had become popular music, John had begun 
exploring its roots and its themes. Now, after its demise as a commercial 
product, he continues that exploration, constantly striving to find and express 
the essence of American guitar. 


John’s first album, John Fahey/Blind Joe Death, was recorded in 1958, on his 
own label, Takoma Records, and though only 100 copies were pressed, it 
immediately began to establish him as a primal interpreter of the American folk 
idiom. His later albums have amplified his interpretations and secured his 
reputation. 


Not only does John bring brilliant technique and originality to his music, but, 
since his days at American University in Washington, D.C., he has been a 
tireless researcher of the early American music scene, integrating the traditional 
phrasings and rhythms of such old-South blues players as Blind Willie Johnson 
and Elizabeth Cotten with his own highly-personalized style. He has also been 
the prime mover in rediscovering such great blues artists as Bukka White and 
the late Skip James. 


During the 1960s, John moved from Washington, D.C., to Berkeley, California, 
and continued his search for the roots of folk music. Traveling from the 
Southeast to Hawaii, and drawing from such diverse (but wholly American) 
influences as Hollywood film soundtracks and Hawaiian ‘slack-key’ music, he 
expanded his own definition of what was traditional, and recorded his second 
album, Death Chants, Breakdowns, And Military Waltzes. Emboldened by the 
oe quick sale of all 300 of these albums, John began to perform in 
public. 


After leaving Berkeley, he returned to the East Coast, where he recorded his 
third Takoma LP, Dance Of Death And Other Plantation Favorites. His 
scholarly fascination with his music, however, led him to Los Angeles, where he 
enrolled in a master’s program at UCLA, and completed a thesis on blues legend 
Charley Patton that has now been published. 


But his academic interests did not limit his creative output. The Great San 
Bernardino Birthday Party, his fourth album, which he recorded in Los Angeles 
in 1967, marked the beginning of a surge of recording activity that included the 
re-taping of his first two albums, and the release, by Vanguard Records, of John 
Fahey, and The Yellow Princess. 


John continues to release albums on the Takoma label, and to pursue an active 
performing career, so that, to quote a press release, “at least 10% of the people 
who should know his music have already heard of him.” 


In this striking book you'll find over 120 pages of 
exact, note-for-note transcriptions, with tabla- 
ture, of every song that appears on John’s 
Takoma Records album, The Best Of John 
Fahey (1959-1977)*. Youll also learn the 
tunings most favored by this reigning 
monarch of ‘American primitive’ guitar. 
But that’s not all you'll find. John has 
embroidered this book with his thoughts on 
guitaring and with his tales of Blind Joe 
Death (John’s alter-ego) and the other surreal 
characters from his bizarre, yet refreshing, 
imagination. With photos, discography, 
and a brief account of John’s musical 


life—all you need to play and 
experience the best of 

John Fahey. 
*(Record available from 


Takoma Records, Box 5369, 
Santa Monica, CA 90405) 
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